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THE MAY MOON. 

LONELY moon that cleavest 

Night's hollow concave Tudth a dome 
of light, 
So fair a woof of rays thou weavest 
Over the slumbering wilderness of night, 
I marvel that the nightingale and I 
Alone awake to bear thee company ! 

Thou givest much, but little thou receivest : 

The lone aerial height, 
From whence thou twinest beams o'er herb and tree, 

No kindred lamp doth light : 

No sister planet yearns, 
No star thy love returns, 

B 



2 The May Moon. 

Thou journeyest on alone^ the skies ascending^ 
Only thine image warms 
The lake's love-lighted arms, 

Only one wakeful heart is on thy way attending. 

While lost, like thee, to praise. 

As poets in their lays 
When nearest to the skirts of heaven clinging,- 
The nightingale is waking, 
Her soul's fierce fever slaking, 
And night's dull heart is aching 

With light, and love, and singing ! 





THE QUIET ROOM. 

AM with thee in this quiet room^ 

Dearest, I am with thee. 
The church-hells ring, and the bird's 
sweet chaunt 
Quivers around this lonely haunt 

Of ancient piety ; 
But I can see, and I can hear 
A sweeter song, and a scene more dear, — 
And I am again with thee ! 

I am with thee in this quiet room. 

The vine looks in at the casement old : 
Through the old casement, diamond-paned, 
Wander the vine-leaves, golden-veined : 
Low in the garden the roses bloom, 
Loading the air with a rich perfume : 
In quiet I sit, and the quiet room 
Is half in shadow and half in gloom ; 



t The Quiet Room, 

As I sit in the shadow my hands I fold^ 
My very hreath I measure and hold, 

Lest I trouble and scare 

The spirits of air, 
And memory leave her tale half-told. 

I am alone in my quiet room. 

And alone with thee no more ; 
My heart is heavy, my heart is chill, 
With a dull faint shiver of coming ill, — 

O spare me ! spare this quiet room ! 

There have been times when it was to me 

A prison of deadly gloom, 
A den of sickness and of pain, 
And so it yet may be again ; 
But now, it, and the garden deep. 
Where the summer sunbeams quiver and brood 
Over the purple flowers that sleep 

In bliss beneath, — ^the trim green lawn. 
And the dark cedar boughs that throw 
A veil between the sunset's glow, — 
Even the old house that I so often 
Have thought so dull and drear, doth soften 



The Quiet Room. ^ 

Into a home of Old Homancey 

Where one^ who, like me, has suffered mischance, 

May win all rare and lovely things 

To soothe the soul's imaginings ; 

A twilight temple of repose 

From the outer world of strife and woes. 

A quiet cross, a blessed way, 

Through peaceful paths of shadowy gloom. 

To pass at length from this quiet room 

Into the silence of the tomb. 

Yes, it were lovely and sweet to pass 

Down the old stair-case and out by the grass, 

Silent and chill as the night-bedewed flower. 

Out of the dust of this life, and the power 

Of sorrow to blight, and of joy to betray. 

Out of " the burden and heat of the day !" 
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CLAUDE TO DENISE. 

(see LAMABTINE's " TAILLEUK DE PIERRE8.") 



thee, who didst my lonely spirit call 

In its unconscious slumbering infancy^ 
I offer up the past — ^the present — all 

1 am^ or e'er can be. 



I heard thy voice, Denise ! As the young Spring 

Descends upon the earth with light and showers, 
Thy spirit wakened mine, and life became 
A wilderness of flowers ! 

O, I have wandered like the banished dove. 

And like her weary, ever seeking rest. 
Since (rod's good will and sternest duty drove 
Me from the ark — thy breast ! 

How I yet love thee ! how to thee, in vain, 
In those still pauses rest from labour brings. 

To thee my spirit flutters ; ever fain 
To fold upon thy heart its beating wings ! 



10 Claude to Denise. 

I see thee kneel^ in beauty's dawning glow, 
Beside my mother's chair, thy labours done, 

While she sets free, o'er neck, and cheek, and brow. 
Thy tangling tresses to the morning sun. 

I see thine innocent look of mild surprise. 
By turns to each, the secret mirth to share ; 

And we were merrier yet, and said thine eyes 
Looked strangely bright beneath thy veiling hair. 

Thy voice comes to me vibrating and low. 
As of the wood-dove murmuring o'er her young, 

My brother's sightless features softly glow. 
As when for guidance to thy side he clung. 

Thus on his Darkness would'st thou pour thy Day, 
Saying, '^ The May-blooms whiten on the boughs, 

The beams of morning through the pastures play. 
The late-born kidlings have begun to browse." 

Or thus : — " The earth is darkening to the glow 
Of sunset, and the clouds are red and dun. 

The blue skies open higher, and the snow 

Slips from the mountains, loosened by liie sun. 
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'^ And light as falling snow our herds descend^ 
Leaping from crag to crag adown the height ; 

Awaiting our approach to milk and tend. 

And fold their young ones from the frosts of night." 

The darkened mirror of my lonely mind 

Reflects sweet pictures ; as our native dells 
Flush through their cavernous depths, where Spring 
hath twined 
Each moss-grown nook with pinks and heather- 
bells. 

In child-like lowliness, still coming, going. 

To young and old in willing service bound — 
As a young stream, that from the mountains 
flowing. 
Makes green, low orchards, and gay garden- 
ground, — 

Such Heaven-bom impulses in thee had sway. 
Making, each act harmonious and serene. 

As guide the planet on its pathless way. 
As wake the violet in the valleys green. 



12 datide to Denise. 

Some mock at conBtancy, and say the pain 

Of the young heart may cure itself, or must ; 
But, if it were so, would it be again 
A heart to love and trust ? 

O never more ! it has been false to truth, 
Or erred in weak impatience of delay ; 
Or, in the heedless levity of youth. 
Casting its cares away. 

never more ! even though it seem to sleep 
Or love more warmly ; yet a passing wave 

May drift it back where viewless memories weep 
Over an unclosed grave ! 

For me no form of beauty ere could please, 
Though many passed me on my lonely way ; 

1 only knew it was not my Denise, 

And turned my blank and loveless eyes away. 

But yet the sad years brought the hour at last ; 

I stood again beside that cottage door,. 
And whispered low, ^^ The rain is gone and past. 

Surely the winter of our life is o'er ! 
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" The time of singing-birds is now at hand. 
And the young blossoms open to the sun ; 

The turtle's voice is heard throughout the land, 
Arise ! mjr bride^ my long-affianced one !" 

Alas, that I should live to breathe thy name ! 

Alas, that human eyes could bear such sight ! 
Joys wavered round us like the lightning flame 

Lost in the thunders of a deeper night ! 

O my lost angel ! O my martyred saint ! 

Methinks from yonder ridge of mountain snow. 
Wrapped in the rosy vapour soft and faint. 

Thou smilest comfort on my lonely woe. 

Time was I struggled with an earthly mind. 

Too long divided betwixt Heaven and thee ; 
Now Heaven and thee are one, again I find 
My being's harmony. 

No need to sever now my love for thee, 
And that deep love to God since childhood's hour. 

Which kept me strong, and separate, and free. 
To live and labour in His Spirit's power. 
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Claude to Denise, 



Denise^ Denise^ speak from thy Home above. 
Shall I not meet thee, my beloved, on high ? 

Yet well thou knowest. Lord, my deathless love 
Can wait Thy holy will — eternally ! 
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THE WELCOME GUEST. 

Part I. 

HEN the storm swept over the hill, 

And the snow fell fast, 
And old Winter would have his will- 
Or he deemed so— at last ; 

Say where was thine angel-face hidden, 

Firstborn of the year ! 
Since lighting impromised, unbidden, 

We welcome thee here ? 

That thou rent aside every fetter. 

With breathings of flame 
EfKicing each cruel-cold letter 

Ofold Winter's name? 

Is there heat in the bosom of Winter 

To keep thy life warm ? 
Wert thou borne on the forked ice-splinter 

And whirling snow-storm ? 



16 The Welcome Guest. 

That thou blessest with mildest endearments 

Our days and our morrows, 
Disparting, like shadowy cerements, 

Old cares and old sorrows : 

At the touch of thy step in the wild- wood 

Gray music is thrilling, 
And the loves and heart-joyaunce of childhood 

Our spirits are filling. 

Ah, strange that the child of such sire 

So lovely should be ! 
Sweet warmth of a tender desire 

By cold heart set free ! 

Sweet warmth of a loving desire. 

Of hope, and of yearning, 
(As out of the stone springs the fire,) 

His ice-bosom burning. 

I gaze on the crocuses springing. 

White, golden, and blue. 
And bees to their bright hearts are clinging 

The sunny day through ; 
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The mild sunny day hangs suspended 

Between earth and heaven, 
And hopes of life's morning are blended 

With hues of its even. 

And dear deep-eyed Memories ponder 

With pale tresses streaming, 
By night and by morning they wander, 

Slow-footed and dreaming ; 

And the Hours in turn are beguiling. 

Beneath their warm hair, 
The babe of the Present, that, smiling. 

Sheds balm on the air. 



Part II. 

i RIGHT hours, in turn passing by me. 
More shadowy gleam ; 
1 wander away to the highway, 
'Neath day's dying beam. 




18 The Welcome Guest. 

Ascending the hill-side, aronnd me 

The light seems delayed ; 
Through mists floating up from the valley 

The sun bums un-rayed. 

With feathers all fluttered and cresting, 

And jetty feet clinging, 
On skeleton tree*branches resting, 

A linnet is singing. 

Light poised where yon bare topmost spray 

Shines grey on the azure. 
She crowneth the lingering day 

With a rapture of pleasure. 

A little bark tossed on the ocean 

She seems to me there, — 
So swept by the tides of emotion, 

So lost in the air ! 

O how full is the earth of delight ! 

Yet so tender and frail, — 
As stars tremble out ere the night 

Draw her shadowy veil 5 
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Let us hive up some honey of gladness — 

The dark days are near ; 
Let us store up a balm for their sadness 

Ere yet they are here : 

As the bee drains the cup of the blossom, 

The ant stores the grain ; 
As the tree draws the dew to its bosom, 

Its life to sustain. 

Alas, for the joys of the Spring, — 

Short-lived as its flowers ! 
Alas, for its birds on the wing, 

For its fair golden hours ! 

Alas, for its delicate splendour. 

Its yearly renewing ! 
Alas, for its memories tender. 

Our spirits subduing ! 

Alas, for the hopes of life's morning, 

The gloom of its night ! 
Alas, for the cruel world's scorning 

The wreck of the Right ! 



20 The Welcome Guest 

Alas, for the winter of sorrow ! 

Alas, for its fears ! 
Alas, for the gay hues that borrow 

Their lustre from tears ! 

Alas, for the victory of error, 

The martyrs for truth. 
The reign of injustice and terror, 

The outcast in youth ! 

Alas, for the trustful and loving. 

So loaded with blame ! 
Alas, for the broken hearts, proving 

Their tenderness, shame ! 

Alas, for the guilty oppressor. 
With one-sided sentence, 

Disallowing his fellow-transgressor 
A place for repentance ! 

Ah, gather no blossoms of gladness, 
Though dark days be near. 

Lest thou add a new sting to old sadness 
Ere yet they are here ! 
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THE PLAYMATES. 

WAS on a day, 
In merry May, 

Regret and Hope went out to play ; 
Regret still sang her own fond lay, 
'* Well-a-day, ah, well-a-^day ! " 
But in such tone, 
'Twas less a moan 
Than as the wooing 
Wood-doves cooing 
On that fair Spring holiday. 

And, at leisure, 

All the treasure. 

She through life had stored together, 

Cast she from her, as in pleasure. 

Out intp the sunny weather. 

And her tear-drops, raining bright . 
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On those hues of lost delight. 
Shone in many a lovely cluster 
Jewelled with the rainbow's lustre ; 
Sunbeams wavered in her hair. 
And her eyes forlornly turning. 
With her heart's impassioned yearning. 
Ever back to vanished hours 
(Lightened of their blank despair), 
Seemed like lovely azure flowers. 
Bending by a river-grot. 
To each fleeting 
Wave repeating, 
" Ah, forget, forget me not !" 

While to cheer her. 

Ever near her. 

Her boy-lover, 

Hope did hover. 

Winning her from out her sorrow. 

With promise of a coming good ; 

Many a golden glad to-morrow 

(Phantoms of a joyous mood) 

He to her did fondly presage. 

Many a bright exulting message 
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From the swift melodious gushes 
Of the nightingales and thrushes, 
Happy omens ever reading 

In the sky, the air, the flowers, 
Wild and blissftd fancies feeding 

In the honeysuckle bowers. 
Where the sunbeams scarce may sever 

Glossy tangles intertwined. 
And the bees are draining ever 

Ruddy beakers, silver-lined. 

And he wreathes a garland fair, 
For Regret's dishevelled hair. 
Starred with blossoms of the May, 
Placing it with pleadings gay 
'Mid her tresses' pallid gold. 

Falling round her scarcely curled, 
Like tendrils loosened from their hold 

That a tempest hath unfurled. 

Fair and tender is her seeming. 
As one that walks in happy dreaming, 
Wildered, doubtful, all the while. 
If to weep, or if to smile. 



24 The Playmates. 

Hope, that boundeth onward ever, 
Must.retrace his footsteps often. 

Lest from his sweet friend he sever 
(So his ardour doth she soften). 

As a sister and a brother, 

As a father and a mother 

O'er their slumbering infant bending, 

(Growing liker one another 

In that symbol of their union), 

Thus the blissful time is blending 

Regret and Hope in sweet communion : 

So these lovely children stray. 

Wandering over Time's green meadows ; 
Thus they climb the heights of day. 

Towards the realm of stars and shadows. 

Floating over Time's green meadows, 

Visiting the earth anew. 
From the realm of stars and shadows. 

Where they dwelt the winter through, 
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Brightest Angel of the Future — 
Loveliest Ghost of Yesterday — 

Bear the calm unconscious Present 
Through the fields of fair To-day ! 
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SONGS OF THE MAY. 



[F but in visions I've found thee, 

O Muse of the grot and the glade ! 
If but in dreams thou hast crowned me 
With garlands that bloom but to fade, — 
Or, when winds on the uplands were sleeping. 

Hast ruffled, my brow's lightest braid 
With the waving of Iris blossoms, 
Or Marsh-Lilies, bom of the shade, — 

By the promise then given 
I hold thee unshriven. 
Be the life-breath of song from my lips down-driven ! 

O teach me to sing 
With these birds of the Spring, 
And Bees in the blossoms low murmuring ! 
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II. 

[HE Nightingale throng 

The whole night long 

Smote and silenced my heart with song; 

Nor prayer, nor dream 
Might stem the stream 
That sovereign harmony reigned supreme : 

All, all was hushed 
As the torrent gushed, 
And through worlds of silvery Silence rushed, 

And in such wild way 
This wondrous day 
Was home to the hirth o'er the woods of May ! 



III. 

|S a flower cut in crystal 
The Tulip blossoms up, 
Like a deep-hued monkish missal, 
Alight from root to cup ;— 




28 Songs of the May* 

But the orchard boughs that float above 

With faint-flushing arms, as of clouds at dawn. 

Make barren such beauty with fruitful love 
And petals, like Pleiads, to earth down-drawn, 

And wave-like shadows backward rolled 

Run billowing over the meadow-gold. 

Over the ringed daisies 

(Those smiles of the turf unshorn) 
Hover in wingM mazes 

Butterflies newly bom : 

And as if to mimic that flight uneven 
The Elm-tree blossoms are taking flight ; 

Wavering ever 'twist earth and heaven. 

Like the coinage of Elves in the winking light ! 

But where, 'neath the sultry silvery grey. 
Shall the maiden Lily hide to-day ? 
Where, O where, may a child so fair 
Keep her whiteness unscathed in the flame-like air ? 
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IV. 

JBOYE the orchard blossoms 
That roof the meadow closes, 
The rosy light embosoms 
A mid-way heaven of roses ; 

For the lovely eve, half hidden 

In a sea of sunset hues. 
Is stealing on unbidden, 

With its shadows and its dews. 

And the waves of twilight darken. 

As an infent's eyes of love 
When they thrill, as if to hearken 

The angel hymns above. 

And the misty skies of day 

Are unfolding far away 
In the large aerial distance 

Where the bright-haired planets stray ! 
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NTIL from the mountain ranges 
The horseman Night came down, 
And the afirighted stars up-gathered 

On his forehead for a crown, 
And the sweet day fell transfigured. 

Charred and blackened 'neath his frown. 

The tender twilight drinking 

(As a Victor at the board 
Devours, with heart unshrinking, 

What labouring Love hath stored. 

When his iron heel lies heavy 
On Freedom's balmy breath. 

Her fruits and her pleasant vintage 
Turning to tasks of death) ; 

The pale stars wink and strain. 
And kindle but to w^ane. 
Dying out into the darkness as a spark on marshy 
plain. 
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But thou thy rest may take 
The lonely long night througk; 

No tuneful bird shall wake, 
Or waking, — sing for you ! 

Sleep weary heart till day, 
While blossoms of the May, 
And stars from out thy heaven are dropping fast 
away ! 
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THE DREAM. 

[he fiery waves of day are breaking 
On the dusky shores of night, 
And a low west wind is wearily waking 
Under the dawning light : 
My spirit in slumber had fled to thee, — 
But the joy of my heart hath awakened me. 

On petals of half-unfolded flowers 

Fair jewels of dew lie squandered ; 

To rifle the earliest sweets of the bowers 
Bees have drowsily wandered ; 

Like the early thoughts that wandered to thee 

Ere the weight of their sweetness awakened me. 

I shade mine eyes, at this window leaning. 

From the redly rising sun, 
And I ponder each scattered mystical meaning 

Of my lost dream one by one ; 
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Sweet memories flutter by land and by sea, — 
'Twas the stir of their wings that awakened me. 

The nightingale sings to his slumbering mate 

In accents of living fire, 
With melody storming the portals of fate 

To overtake his desire ; 
On the stream of his rapture I fain would flee, 
But a darkness of tears hath blinded me. 



O, nightingale, cease, and sing no more ! 

The stars have taken flight ; 
The tempest-like harmony thou dost pour 

Transformeth day to night : 
Or say, didst thou fly across the sea 
To bear this fair dream of delight to me ? 

The breath of the wind in the cedar bough. 
And the rose-lights floating through. 

The warmth of the sun on my hair and brow, 
The flowers, the air, the dew. 

The spangled grasses, and sun-flushed bay. 

Are they only the same as yesterday ? 

D 
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The closing echoes of music's strain 

Vibrate again on the ear : 
The sun when he sinketh below the main 

Leaves glory impictured there : 
Faint night^shadows linger on earth and sea. 
And the joy of my dream yet lingers with me. 

The luminous veil of that vision fair 
Spreads soft over earth and sky ; 

The day-beams scatter its dusky hair. 
As it parses in music by. 

Could I but follow it ! follow to thee ! 

But the charm of mortality hindereth me. 
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THE DYING GIRL TO HER LOVER. 

O take me to thy heart again ! 

I hide my drooping face 
Against its quickened ebb and flow, 
Nor shun thy dear embrace. 

The low, low winds, that softly sigh 
Beneath the summer weather, 

Seem whispering, as they murmur by, 
" Rest, hapless ones, together ! 

" O rest, for lonely was the night 

And steep the way to climb, 
That bore ye to this giddy height. 

This pinnacle of time I" 

Overwearied by the sharp ascent, 

I tremble at the bliss^ 
I shudder at mine own content, 

I fail beneath thy kiss. 
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The angel^ with the flesh at strife. 

Still struggles to be free ; 
It rends the tottering tomb of life. 

And seeks the eternal sea. 

My cup of joy has come too late ! — 
Yet deem*Bt thou I would take. 

In its exchange, earth's happiest fate, 
Unless for thy dear sake ? 

O passionately pure ! — a rose 
Wet with the chill night air, 

And stainless as the mountain snows. 
Blooms Love amid despair ! 

Thus, with my head upon thy heart, 

I dare look back and see 
The whole of life, and not a part, 

And what its end must be. 

Each night beneath these bowering trees, 

And mellow skies of June, 
I've watched the influx and decrease 

Of yonder waning moon. 



The Dying Girl to her Lover. 

I have re-lived those happy days 

Of youth^ when I and thou 
Went wandering through the summer ways^ 

As unrebuked as now. 

And sometimes when the pleasant air 

About my temples fell^ 
I thought that Heaven would grant my prayer. 

And all should yet be well. 

Alas ! our moon of earthly bliss, 

Slow dwindling on the brink 
Of its fulfilment, leaves but this 

Rare moment ere it sink ! 

Why rouse me from my trance of rest 

For uttered word or sign ? 
See on my love-worn cheek confest 

How deeply I am thine ! 

The lights that through my &int eyes thrill, 

Thy presence hath lit up. 
As Heaven-caught dews that, flashing, fill 

Some fading flower-cup. 
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Sweet ! will thy weeping never cease? 

I feel on brow and hair 
The hot tears falling : but my peace 

Thou know'st not, nor canst share. 

Mine eyes are dark in death's eclipse. 
Thy warm mouth presses mine, 

Learn by these mute expiring lips 
How dearly I am thine ! 
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SUMMER. 

SUMMER ! stifled in this narrow valley, 
Amid the garden grots and meadow 
closes, 
By every dusty lane and tangled alley, 

Thy panting breath is sweet among the roses : 
But O, to meet thee at thy holiest height. 
Beneath a larger day and loftier night ! 

When shall these failing eyes, that seek repose 
Beneath their languid lids, — ^revive to see 

Thy lavish smile, that ever deeper glows 
To meet its image in the answering sea. 

Lean over cliff-crowned shores when day is ended. 

And heaven and earth in swift embrace are blended ? 

Perplexed or burdened with an idle grieving. 
To sit me down by ocean's wave-lit floor, 

Till those strong sportive billows, ever weaving 
Fair crowns of light to cast upon the shore. 
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Summer. 



(rather my sorrow to their deepest springs, 
And dash its life away upon their wings. 

To linger late heneath the moon's full splendour. 
Making fair pathway to the distant seas. 

When winds are wild, yet pitiful and tender, 
And sweep like spirit hands the moaning keys, 

Once^ once again to tread the glimmering sand, 

Free, — ^but for one light clasp— one dear detaining 
hand. 
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NIGHT. 

^H£ red clouds are streaming 
To their grave on the misty plains of 
night. 

And stars, faintly gleaming, 
Peer through the wings of the dim twilight. 
And, but newly arisen, the wan white moon 
Looks oyer the leafy woods of June. 

Not yet, not yet, will the white moon throw 
Her magical veil over tree and flower ; 

Not yet, not yet, shall my wildering woe 
Yield to the spell of night's lonely hour ; 

Not yet will the phantoms of earth depart. 

And Heaven bring peace to my desolate heart. 

Sweet music is flowing 
From yon boat that glides o'er the darkening bay ; 

Now coming, now going. 
Till far in the distance it dies away : 
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But the chordB of my hearty by thy light hand prest. 
Less surely, less tranquilly, sink to rest 



No more, no more, shall thy dark eyes wake 
The slumbering echoes of bygone years ; 

No more, no more, shall thy low voice break 
Life's wearying dream of errors and fears ; 

No longer I listen thy tender replies. 

And read Heaven's truth in thy sofl-thrilling eyes. 

Thou satest, a mocking fate, 
At the prow of yon boat as it fled the shore. 

And, leaving me desolate, 
Thou couldst look back and smile as of yore ; — 
But a fiery pang my heart was cleaving, 
I could not return thy smile at leaving. 

Away, away, o'er the darkened bay. 
Till it reach the ridge of the open sea. 

Thine arrowy bark is cleaving its way 
Under the moon-beams fair and free. 

With white sails set, like a bird on the wing. 

That beareth away the last joys of the Spring. 



Night 
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Leaving winter hours^ 
And the heavenly hopes thou hadst kindled, dead ; 

I mourn not the flowers. 
Nor the summer of life that with thee hath fled : 
But, alas ! for the teachings the years had brought, 
The costly pearls of my lonely thought, — 
They are given to the winds — for I find them not ! 
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THE LOVE-CHARM. 

RAMED within the dusky doorway, 

Musing fair and motionless, 
Lulled beneath the summer glory 
Into blissful consciousness, — 

As thou standest — not a zephyr 
Lifts thy soft hair's shadowy fold, 

But the sunlight ripples ever 
Like a river running gold. 

At thine innocent heart reclining 
Cooes a wood-dove mourning lowly. 

And its changeful plumage shining 
Varies with the sunlight slowly. 

Passion-flowers, all richly wreathing. 
Purple shades about thee throwing, 

And thy sweetly measured breathing 
Lightly stirs thy garments flowing. 
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To my daily labours hieing, 

Pause I at that garden's bound, — 

All without the dust is flying, 
All within is holy ground ! 

All without is care and striving, 
Toilsome labour's grinding wheel. 

Graining, losing, failing, thriving, 
Pausing not to think or feel. 

But in Eden's primal garden 

Lies that lovely cottage nest ; 
And, of tranquil joy the warden. 

Shines the dove upon thy breast. 

Broad white lily-flowers leaning, 

Planted by that gentle hand, 
Take near thee a mystic meaning, 

Symbols of a better land. 

Seek who will the noisy revel. 
Pleasure's flower, or passion's fret, 

Say the world be sad and evil, — 
Angels haunt its pathways yet ! 
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Lust who may for earthly potage^ 
Higher flies my soul's endeavour, 

By that vine-embowered cottage 
WTiere the wood-doves murmur ever. 

Say not 'tis an earth-bom vision 

Fills my soul, and fires mine eyes, — 

Trees that bear such fruit elysian 
Draw their nurture from the skies. 

I will wait and work on blindly, 
Trusting in the Powers Above, 

In her nature pure and kindly. 
In the greatness of my love. 

For I seek to win and wear her. 
Guard her life from harm and pain. 

Till her sister angels bear her 
To her native Heaven again ! 
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FAREWELL. 

Farewell to earth, a long, a last fare- 
weU! 
Farewell to thee, — unseen — ^forgotten 
never ! 
Thou know'st not that I bid farewell for ever, 
Or that these parting words are as a knell, 
Breaking that fateful charm which lifted me 
Into strange unison with thine and thee, — 
The charm of holiness and self-control. 
Holding, in proud reserve, a passionate soul. 

A mute, impassioned soul : fair poesy. 
Chained like a captive to thine iron creed. 
To beat her wings and bleed — 
For that thy lips refrained 

To speak the language of her heart's deep need, — 
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Hath made herself a shrine 

Within thine eyes divine, 
Finding in silence a most eloquent yent 
For all the tender utterings of her vague lament. 

And I, — thou would'st have loved me, had I been 

Worthier thy love ; thine early love for me 

Was as a folded bud by the warm sea 

Of youthful life : — ^had it with care been tended. 

The shallow sandy soil deepened and mended, 

So the fair flower of holiness and truth 

Had blossomed and borne fruit — Ah, then my youth 

Had blent with thine, as summer clouds at even, 

That flash electric through the vaults of heaven. 

Or, as the twin reflection, shining &r 

Upon the twilight sea, of one fair star ! 

But I, impatient of a fate so high, 

Did — ^faithless — ^from my life's fair promise swerve ; 
The prize seemed or too distant or too nigh, — 

I, — all unskilled in patience to deserve, 
I could not bear the weight of love alone ; 
For that my love, to fullest blossbYn grown. 
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Deadening the spirit with its languid sweetness. 
Took from my life all power and completeness ; 
My heart did beat to breaking, and my brain 
Seemed dull and dim ; I pined beneath that chain. 
Then with rash hand I broke it, — ^and exchanged 
For dread captivity from love estranged, 
Far from those paths of peace where we were led 
The lambs of Christ, at one clear fountain fed ! 

Like some poor childish gard'ner, all unskilled, 

I could not wait, and watch, and prune, and tend 

Love's germ within the bosom of my friend. 

In prayerful reverence waiting Heaven's good end ; 

But uncontrolled, and eager, and self-willed, 

I thought to pluck the flower, so missed the fruit, — 

To prove love's depth, — ^and so plucked up its root. 

Now thou to Heaven by holiest vows art bound. 
In sacred panoply, assured — complete : — 
And I am as a weed the waves have drowned. 
Borne by dark seas of sorrow to thy feet ; 
Freighted with tears and sighs, — and that strange 

power 
That clings to memories of life's morning hour. 

E 
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Thy calm reserve hath more of eloquence 
To me than written pages^ — 
Thy life's fair beauty still informs my sense 
Of glory and of wisdom higher far 
Than all the expositions of the sages ; 
No storm of earthly feeling sweeping o'er 
Can ever, ever bear thee from the shore ; 
Thy feet are on a rock, — the Rock of Ages. 

I go in peace ; not unbeloved of thee. 

For that thy nature, tender in its strength, 

And changeless in its deep fidelity 

To its first impulses, — is so to me. 

And that I love thee more than others do 

May be in part that I have never seen. 

Like them, thy common and indifferent mien. 

Thus, thus I bare my soul to thee ! at length 

Thou knowest all its weakness, — all its strength. 

And these few idle words of vain regret. 

Born of a life-long woe and jarring fret. 

By distance lulled to melody, shall steal 

Into thy heart, and all disunion heal ; 

With plaintive minors and harsh discords broken. 

Out of a pain long past the words are spoken : — 



i 
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But they shall come to thee — 
As a sweet low singing. 

When one beloved doth sing, 
Or wild-flower fragrance bringing 

A greeting from the Spring ; 

These notes, from sorrow wrung, — 
In pensive chords shall pass to rest, 
To awake, perchance, within thy breast 
Dear memories of youth, and cast 
A pleasurable pain from the dim, twilight Past. 
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DAISIES. 

[F I be fair^ it is but as the daisies, — 
The common flower that silvers hill 
and mead : — 
Small claim hath she to win a poet's praises, 
Cast out from cottage-gardens as a weed ! 

If fair, — ^like her, the beauty that I borrow 
Is but the sun of joy upon my face ; 

Or some sweet memory, half akin to sorrow. 
Hath veiled me in a robe of transient grace ; 

Or that the pinions of impending woe 

Are circling round me, nearer and more near. 

Till I — by force of contrast, needs must show 
The innocent whiteness of the daisy sphere. 

This that thou callest beauty is not mine, — 
'Tis but the reflex of thine own fond mood ; 

Or those calm splendours that from Heaven shine 
On lowliest things that dwell in solitude. 
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Gather the diamond dew-drop in the mom. 

And set it fair in royal diadem ; 
'Tis nought ! and yet it quivered from the thorn, 

Parting the Bunheam like a solid gem. 

Or mate the glow-worm, in the morning light, 
With golden beetles on the rose's bloom, — 

It shineth not, until the tardy night 
Of summer each fair rival doth entomb. 

Thou wouldst transplant me to the garden plot ? 

Wouldst see me shine within the gay parterre ? 
Ah, leave thy daisy by the river-grot. 

Or brightening to the misty mountain air ! 
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I MET THEE. 

MET thee, Lady, in the flowery mead. 
When all the laughing lustre of thine 
eye 

Darkened to sympathy, 
Aiding with counsel sweet, and kindly deed, 
A toil-worn passer-by. 

A vine-leaved chalice graced thy rounded arm, 
O'erflowing with rich clusters, white and blue^ 
For one whose sad life knew 
But little of the spring-time's varied charm. 
Or where the wild flowers grew. 

Again thou turn'st ; thine airy step delaying 
To weave a shield of intercession mild 

About a truant child. 
From the near school-house straying ; 

That dared not to return unreconciled, 
Though wearied out with playing. 
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And now a little while, by dell and lea, 

Thou wanderest fancy-free. 
Calling the golden Iris and white May, 
Until a lonely cottage by the way 
Arrests thy pitying heart with thoughts of one 
Whose eyes are darkened to the joyous sun. 

And there thy footsteps stay. 
Thou enterest with thy burden of Spring flowers. 
And, sweeter still, thy young heart's May-day hours. 
Leaving me here alone. O tell me never 
The season is unchanged, that this is May ! 
For thou hast taken all the pleasant weather. 
And all the fragrance of the flowers away, — 
And with thy gay " good-morrow," didst up gather 
Every lovely golden sunbeam in thine hand. 
And all the mirth of Spring hath vanished from the 
land! 
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TO A FRIEND. 

HOU comest with the year's last flowers! 
I ask not whence — or why we meet : 
And all alike are summer hours, 
When resting thus beside thy feet. 

My life lies bare before thy glance ; 

A stream o'ergrown with many a weed. 
Strong currents that impel advance, 

And under-currents that impede : 

Sweet hopes whose light had been out-blown 

But for opposing gusts of fear, 
And sorrows too continual grown 

To find escape in any tear : — 

I surely dream thou knowest all ! 

As long-departed spirits may, 
Whom ministries of mercy call 

To earth from some diviner day. 
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Thine eyes, like theirs, are large with love, 
Apart from passion, kind and dear ; 

They tell of Home — a Home above, 
And of its earthly symbol here. 

They tell of intellect : — a fire 

Divinely lit, a Heavenly flame. 
Pent in one circlet of desire 

To reach the God from Whom it came. 

They tell of smiles, they tell of tears. 
Old memories stored in love's deep balm ; 

And freshening hopes for future years. 
Steeped in the dews of holy calm. 

They tell of strength ; a will resigned. 

Yet no less eager, earnest, true, 
Of help and hope for all mankind, — 

Those keenly-shining eyes of blue ! 

Thou comest with the year's last hours ! 

I ask not whence — I know not why : 
My soul repairs her wasted powers, 

And touches Heaven when thou art nigh. 
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THE PLEA. 

[was but a bunch of fair white Yiolets, 
Dropped by a stranger's hand into 
mine own. 

Overflowed mine eyes with passionate regrets. 
And shook the wonted calmness of my tone. 

Why shouldst thou question me ? 'twere yain to try ! 

Long years have past and gone, — and yet I feel 
All that those wild flowers bring before mine eye 

No tongue of man or angel may reveal ! 

Most yain are words to trace the subtle history 
Of memories tingling to each passing breeze ; 

The poorest heart's a world of silent mystery, 
And none but its Creator holds the keys. 

Nay, now thou dreamest too ! thine eyelids quiver. 
Thy dark eyes glow beneath their moistened lashes ; 

So many phantoms haunt life's twilight river. 
So many martyr joys, and hopes in ashes ! 
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Tbou dost forgive me, then ? Nay, hear me still, — 
The gift came to me as a fairy message. 

Fresh from this outer world of good and ill. 
And of returning health the living presage. 

Leave me my violets ! white, and cold, and gleaming, 
My all of life seems given to their keeping ! 

Leave me but one short hour of idle dreaming, 
And question not this trance of happy weeping ! 
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THE HEART EXILED. 

1 E that have known what 'tis to love but 
one, — 
Though men your love but vain de- 
lusion call, 
Have faith in Heaven, and commit your all 
In prayerful trust, — err not as I have done ! 

In all the world there was for me but one, — 
That one I lost, or seemed to lose awhile ; 
I turned and sought the coarse world's hollow 
smile. 

Seeking for consolation, — finding none ! 

" O earth, earth, earth, restore to me that one ! " 
I hid my face upon her breast and wept ; 
My empty arms and scattered tresses swept 

The flowery turf beneath the noonday sun. 
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The flickering leaves danced over me, as prone 
I lay upon the earth, thus smitten down, 
And the birds sang, and sang, as if to drown 

All earthly woe in their exulting tone. 

'^ Alas, my own, my heart's affianced one, 

If this fair flower-starredearth were Eden's garden. 
Thy heart against me never thus could harden, 

As 'neath cold taunts I fear me it hath done ! 

" Even now, if thou didst come this way alone. 
Not unregarded should I weeping lie. 
The gathering tears thy kisses soon would dry. 

And words of whispered love should still mine own." 

I lay beside the budding sweet-brier hedge. 
That closed the garden from the river side. 
Where waves of sunlight rolled a double tide. 

And waters murmured amid reeds and sedge ; 

Grey aspens twinkled like a mimic sea 
Breezily rippling to the windless light. 
While, multitudinous as their leaves, a flight 

Of memories, sweet and sad, swept over me : 
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CANZONET. 

rS at early dawning 
The faint scattered stars flee away 
Each one ; 
So my steps are taming. 
From the morning of Love's fair day, 
Alone. 

The stars re-appearing, 
On the shadowy summit of night 
Shall soar ; 
But the tones I am hearing 
Will subdue my worn heart to delight, 
No more. 

In vain art thou telling 
The sweet secret of Love's re-awakening 
To me, — 
The region I dwell in 
Is only more distant from Heaven, 
Than thee ! 
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DI8ENCH A NTMENT. 

fHEY sat together, side by side, 
And her listless hand did lie 
In his, as in old times gone by ; 
But greater distance did divide 
Their hearts from each, than in the day 
When half a world between them lay 
Of silver sea and purple shore, 
And all is over, evermore ! 

Yes, all's over. Gloom or glow, 
In that moment's speechless woe ; 
But her lover's eyes are burning 
Through his tears, — and she is turning. 
As one conquers deadly pain. 
With an answering smile again : 
Sweet and tearless, fixed and faint, 
As the death-smile of a saint. 
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Yet she scarcely knows him near, 
Scarcely now his voice may hear ; 
Through rent clouds of earthly feeling 
Heaven's glorious light is stealing, 
Purest tints and hues revealing. 

O'er wild sufferings' jar and din. 
Low th' eternal strains are falling. 
Angel voices to her calling, 
All her listening soul enthralling, 

Her to welcome, her to win. 
Calm her heart : her spirit stirs 
With a power that is not hers. 
And her Saviour's arm is thrown 
O'er His erring, — ^and His Own. 

Ah ! if thou hast lost a child. 
An infant joy, a lovely prize. 

And in sleep hath been beguiled. 
Meeting with its radiant eyes, 

Waking 'neath the cold, grey dawn 

Wildered, weeping, and forlorn : 

Or if thou hast reared a bower 
Lit by faint Hope's dying taper, 
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Frailer than the gossamer, 

Fairer than a sun-smit vapour ; 
And life's stream in noisy play 
Dashed thy fairy isle away, 
Thou may'st guess, — I will not tell, 
An old story, known too well ! 
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TO A. A. 

ES, lie thee down and take thy fill 
Of rest, my little weary flower ! 
While skies are blue, and waves are still. 
And life hath one short sunny hour ; 
For thou, sweet waif, in stormy strife 
Wert cast upon the shore of life ! 

Sleep, sleep upon this sorrow-stirred 
And aching heart, — I'ye seen, as thou. 

After a storm, some weary bird 

Rocked on a bare and broken bough ; 

The bough must sigh in its unrest. 
In spite of all the sweet bird's chiding; 

And too forlorn this weary breast 
To share the peace on thee abiding ! 

Sleep, baby, sleep, good angels keep 

A watch above thy slumbers deep ! 
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NOT LONG. 

50T long, not very long, 
To do, and suffer wrong, 
Not long, O feeble heart ! 
Where all is changing, fleeting. 
Canst thou not stay thy beating ? 
Canst thou not stay thy smart ? 

Not long, O weary eyes, 

Upon earth's changeful skies 

To feed and feast your dreaming ; 

Each cloud a fairy land, 

A vessel contraband. 

With fancy's freightage teeming. 

Not long, O joyless lips, 

O'er gaiety's eclipse 

To force a faded smiling ; 

And earth's weak language borrow. 

To tell of life-long sorrow. 

Another's care beguiling. 
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Not long, O restless feet, 
Ye haste the friend to greet, 
Bearing a failing heart, a giddy brain ; 
Lest those ye fain would seek 
For comfort, Cdldly speak 
And add the one drop to the cup of pain. 

Not long this trembling hand 
The spirit may command, — 
All earthly toils and trials soon are ended ; 
No more the heart shall thrill 
With some imagined ill. 
Some sword above us by a hair suspended. 

No need to think or say 
What bitter conflict may 
The body from the parting spirit sever, — 
From thee, beloved friend ! 
One altered look would rend 
The shadowy links that bind them yet together ! 
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CORN-FLOWERS. 

^£ rambled forth together on a mild. 
Bright afternoon, I and a neighbour's 
child, 

Ranging the leafy lanes and woody ledges, — 
A land of low-sloped hills, and lofty hedges ; 
Where the wild rose's faintly blushing cheek 
Played with the perfumed woodbines, hide and seek ; 
And butterflies, — bright shapes of sun and mist ! 
Like stringed rain-drops which the sun hath kissed 
To rainbows on the bosom of the showers, — 
Fluttered the down upon the thistle-flowers. 
Until, low-leaning from a rock-bound slope, 
A cluster of gay corn-flowers met our sight, — 
Scarlet and azure, gold, and silvery white. 
Symbols of present joy ! — as faith and hope 
Were symbolled in the com, that (as in sorrow) 
Drooped ^neath the golden promise of to-morrow. 
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But these gkd bloMoms, by the wann wind swayed, 
So Bweet a show of present beauty made. 
As doth some fair assemblage of young faces, 
Mirth-brimming eyes, and innocent embraces ; 
And sun-tossed tresses waving to and fro. 
And smiles, like sunbeams, glancing as they glow ; 
And my small comrade clapped her hands in glee, 
And pressed towards me, saying, '' Dost thou see ? 
The flowers are looking after us !" — for me, 
She seemed herself one of those very flowers. 
Blooming to bless this toilsome world of ours. 
Cheering the labourer in the fields of duty 
With wayside harvestings of happy beauty ! 
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THE CONVENT GARDEN. 

SiTHIN the sheltering convent walls 
It lay, the lovely garden, — 
The long, the lofty convent walls. 
Its beauty's jealous warden ; 
And the flower-like shadows fell to rest 
On the nun's pale brow and her pensive breast. 

The sunlight rippled amid the trees, 

In webs of misty gold. 
The nectarous lily fed the bees 
That murmured in its fold ; 
But sunshine and sweetness load like sorrow 
The heart that weeteth not hope's gay morrow ! 

Without, where reeds and wild flowers dream. 

And tangled trailers run, 
A little seaward-flowing stream 
Laughed up into the sun ; 
And the bird's free note, with a rapture of sound. 
Seemed to shiver and darken the walls around. 
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AMINE. 

OU may remember, O my friend. 
Our playmate gay and mild ? — 
For who like her could ever blend 
The woman with the child ? 

A form 80 frail, a face so fair, 
Of sweet yet changeful mood, 

A smile that flickered here and there. 
As sunshine through this wood. 

When winter's snow had passed away, 
And soft spring rains were singing. 

And on her mother's tended grave 
The violets were springing : 

Ere April fairy-lands of hope 
Died out in summer splendour. 

We walked by yonder primrosed slope, 
In converse gravely tender. 
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But Love, for me, bright vistas wove, 
Beneath the mild spring weather. 

When May's returning nightingales 
Still foimd us there together. 

And when the summer's mellowing moon 
The dreaming groves had lighted, 

Love found a voice, and pleading sought 
To be by love requited. 

Yes ! I can speak it now, my soul 

Is calm and self-possest ; 
And trial teaches self-control. 

And hopelessness is rest. 

Yet even now I see her eyes. 

Of mild reproving charm, 
As thus she spoke, in sad surprise, 

My beating heart to calm : — 

'^ I thought in you the fiiend I seek, 

But you, too, faithless prove ; 
And when my purpose I would speak, 

You talk to me of love. 
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" *TiB labour lost to prune^ to tram. 

The barren crab-tree shoot, 
But we may graft it o'er again 

With some more pleasant fruit. 

'^ I seek a friend to lead me on, 

To aid me in the right. 
Be near me when mj work is done, 

And speed my spirit's flight. 

'* They call me cold, they think me strong, 

I am not what they deem : 
And O, 'tis not so very long 

Since I, too, ceased to dream ! 

" Even now, perhaps, it may be I 
Am dreaming all the while ! " 

She raised her dark eyes furtively. 
With a self-mocking smile* 

*^ Ah no, ah no ! the dreamers they. 

Who after childhood's hour 
Would trust to the wild winds of earth 

Their dear hope's cherished flower ; 



Amine. 77 

" Who bufld their bower of happiness 

On ever-shifting sand. 
Unheeding of the rising waves 

That beat upon the strand. 

" And I am weak as they — and why 

Expect a better end ? 
I'm lonely, and I'm motherless, — 

And O, I have no fiiend ! 

" And yet I cannot be again 

As in my careless youth ; 
The golden mist is cleared away, 

And I have looked on Truth. 

" O guide me on my lonely way, 

Thou who my task hath set ! 
Opened my blinded eyes, and plucked 

My feet out of the net !" 

Her earnest voice, her clasping hands. 

Her darkly tearful eyes. 
Upraised in prayer, importunate. 

Towards the fair blue skies : 
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The steadfast glance, the brow serene, 
The high, sincere devotion. 

The thoughtful, calm, and lowly mien, 
Veiling her deep emotion : — 

Despite the bloom of early youth, 
With all its tender pleadings, 

I could not deem those words of truth 
Were fancy's wild misleadings. 

I Iiad thus deemed them, — ^but my heart 

* Seemed at her words to bum 
Within me, and I answered her 

Thus calmly, in my turn : — 

' Forgive me, gentlest friend, if I 

Have all unfaithful proved 
To friendship's noblest call, and sought 

To be of thee beloved. 

* I know thee better now. — I see 

Thine inmost soul more clearly. 
And yet, though all is changed for me, 
I love thee still more dearly. 
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* Hear then my words, — ^in lowliest awe 
I fain would guide thee right ; 

The mists of time and sense withdraw, 
And pass beyond my sight : 

' Across the distant waste of years 

The Master speaketh still, 
To Mary lingering at His feet, 

According to His will. 

* Heed not the world's mistaken voice. 

That fain would drag thee down ; 
Even holy Mary made her choice 
Beneath a sister's frown.' 

And so she left me, friend, to share 

A vestal sister's round ; 
To works of piety, and prayer, 

And endless labours, bound. 

She passed before me, as a guide 

The shrinking traveller shows. 
Where some far mountain-peak doth hide 

Its head among the snows. 
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But O, when heart and brain grow wUd, 

In memory's Aimace blast. 
Or sickening like a lonely child 

Upon the wayside cast. 

One thought this earth-bound soul can wean. 
One name has power to calm, — 

The memory of my sweet Amine 
Steals o'er me like a charm ! 
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THE AUTUMN WIND. 

[HE Autumn wind is wailing loud, 
The withered leaves upheaving, 
That fall around, a radiant shroud 
Over dead Summer weaving. 
A web of many-coloured leaves 
That Death of his cold prey deceives. 

The Autumn wind, with gold and red 

Tom from the wooded wild. 
Over the couch of Summer dead 

Leans sobbing like a child ; 
Or a lorn mother that doth shed 
Her tresses tear-deiiled. 
And waving, as an angel's ruffled plume, 
Above the marble stillness of a tomb. 

The Autumn wind, with weary sigh. 
Sweeps from its desolate cave, 

G 
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And, circling in its agony. 

O'er land and sea doth rave ; 
And gathers all bright hues of earth. 
And some of Heaven, we well might deem 
To enfold the beauty and the worth 
That now have passed into a dream, 

To live but in those plaintive cries. 
And misty clouds of pitying dew. 

That, falling, paint a shroud with dyes. 
Worthy, lost Summer, even of you ! 
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THE DEATH OF THE WATER-LILY. 

jNE day the reeds beside the river sang, 
And all the riv^r-flowers looked up to 
hear; 

The little mosses in the willowy grots, 
And all the tearful blue forget-me-nots 

Quivered for joy and sadness, hope and fear. 

So wild those warbling pastorals, so sweet 

The accordant symphonies did clash and quiver, 
The evei>moving stream grew hushed and still, 
And murmuring trees confessed the minstrels' skill, 
And shed their leaves, like tears, adown the river. 

The Lily trembled thus to hear them sing. 

The Lily trembled, not for envy mute, 
O not for envy ! but the tones she heard 
So deep a response through her Being stirred. 

She could not choose but tremble, leaf and root. 
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The Lily bowed her head ere evening fell. 

Overburdened with melodious rayishment ; 
That night, when sleep her delicate beauty dulled, 
Strange music in her dreams still stirred and lulled, 
And pierced her lonely heart to languishment. 

Awakening then, while all around her slept, 

(The music at her heart still murmuring ever,) 
The Lily spread her petals, silvery fair. 
And floated downwards through the luminous air, 
Like to a twilight star, adown the river. 

" Alas," she mourned, " I am a lowly flower, 

I can but brighten to the morning's ray ; 
I scarce find root on eai-th ; I can but glide. 
Moved hither, thither, by the varying tide, 
I can but feel and dream my life away ! 

" O sleeping stream ! O stream of many streams, 

Whose waters, gliding onward, seek for ever 
The bosom of the unfathomable sea — 
Would thy maternal arms might carry me 
To that illimitable haven ! never 
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" To count the separate beatings of my heart 
Through the still, keen-eared Silence : in the tide 

Of some deep-sounding, many- voiced whole. 

To attune this petty individual soul, 
As a weak note, to harmony allied ! 

" What songs were those I listened yesterday, 

That turned my breath to sighs, my dew to fire ? 
Innumerous melodies my spirit woo. 
Less deep than theirs, yet O, perchance, as true ; 
But I am voiceless as a broken lyre. 

" Descend on me, O spirit of sweet song ! 

See how I lie before thee, white and chill, — 
A passive instrument that cannot make 
Of its own self the lightest chord to shake, 

I bare my breast and wait upon thy will !" 



Then sung she sweet as Nightingales in Spring : — 
" The sleeping earth is fair in Heaven's embrace : 
And full of melody and calm delight, 
I glide, a singing star, adown the night. 
And feel the moonbeams warm upon my face. 
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'^ The passionate anguish from my soul hath fled : 

Taught by the deepening life-grasp of a pain 
That groweth ever deeper, — rest and calm, 
My voice flows Heavenward, as the dying psalm 
Of a lone seaman on the homeless main." 

Fair shadows whitened round her on the wave. 

Her dark leaves cleft the waters glimmeringly :— 
'' I only know that earth and Heaven are &ir. 
And all my life flows onward as a prayer 
That finds its response in eternity ! " 

But none awoke to hear the Lily sing ; 

Only the glowworms, by the river's brink. 
Glittered in hollows dark with reeds and sedge. 
And whispering rushes, by the streamlet's edge, 

Seemed in their dreams the melody to drink. 

Yet sweeter than a wood-dove's sobbing cry, 
Companionless in spring-tide's leafy caves. 
The Lily sang ] till o'er the white moonbeam 
A gathering tempest drove a dusky team. 
And smote, with thunder fires, the darkened 
waves : 
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Then, as a bird that, with long-quivering cry. 

Mourns for her rifled nest and ravished young, 
Crushing all joy, all woe, in one lament : — 
She sang like lonely Love's embodiment| 

And life and thought ebbed from her as she sung. 

The Lily's ghostly blossoms glimmered fair, 

Driven on the fluttering fiinges of the wind, 
That, like a baffled Demon, shrieked amain, 
Chasing the faltering footsteps of the rain, 

And whirled her darkly downwards to her grave. 

The tumult died away, — and when once more 
The misty moonbeams lay from shore to shore. 
The Lily's beating heai*t found peace beneath the 
wave. 
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THE COMING SPRING-TIME. 

^ENEATH bare orchard boughs each 
moss-grown spray , 
Alive with promise of the unborn 
flowers : 
All underneath the ever-lengthening day 
Of mild relentful February hours. 
When birds make timid music in the bowers ; 
Save when a sudden heart-impassioned lay. 

Piercing and swift as sunbeams aftier showers. 
Breaks the fair time's anticipative rest, 
And thrills with tender sobs the venturous singer*s 
breast : 

Only pale snowdrops and faint aconites 
Are here to herald the approach of Spring ; 

As one compassionate love invites 
To tread a foremost path of sufiering, 
So he for the oppressed fair challenge fling ; 

No present good such sacrifice requites ! 
Pursued and baffled like an evil thing, 
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Envy, and hate, and penury's cold wave. 
Moan at his lonely hearth, and murmur round his 
grave. 

All, all is hushed expectancy : for still 

A myriad forms are shaping into birth, 
That wait but one sweet balmy breath to thrill 

With feeling fluttering life and busy mirth ; 

Dreaming of coming joy so sleeps the earth ! 
Waiting the promise of the Spring to fill 

With light and music winter's barren dearth ; 
And none may guess how soon the freezing dew 
May bind each icy chain and manacle anew. 

Where lingerest thou, beloved of the year ? 

Within the trellised mazes of the vines. 
Or by deep southern lakes, serene and clear, 

Whose softly-changing mirror ever shines 

With lustrous shadows and blue mountain lines? 
Where lingerest thou ? We are thy children dear. 

And love thee, floating 'mid our golden limes, 
No less than they who share thy warm caress ; 
Though with us clouds abide, and winter's cruel 
stress. 
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Say, dost thou Bcom yon lowly Englbh rise^ 

With meUing snow and misty radiance crowned ? 
The fading glories of these twilight skies ? 

The little garden with its sheltering bound ? 

And this so narrow slip of orchard ground. 
Where life, the fabled wood-nymph, prisoned lies, 

And every wintry blast hath power to wound ? 
O come ! with tearful smile and tender fancies^ 
And weave on earth and air thine innocent romances ! 
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A LOVE-DREAM. 

I. 

HEN sleepers waken to a flush 
Of roses at the lattice-eaves. 
When nestlings twitter, and a gush 
Of singing stirs the chestnut leaves : 

When light with noiseless footsteps nigher, 
From field to field, is stealing slow, 
Redd'ning the mountain-tops with fire, 

And whitening daisy-stars below : 

And turf is bright with dewy showers. 
And orchard boughs alive with bloom. 
And floating breadths of emerald gloom 

Light up an under-world of flowers: 

When folded leaves are on the wing. 
With infant blossoms fluttering up, 
When ripely glows the buttercup. 

And children go a cowslipping ; 
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O then by many a tangled alley 
She sought the woodland-lily's bed, 
The sunlight shone about her head, — 

My own dear Lily of the Valley ! 

A form as pliant : lightly bending ; 
A cheek of such a transient flush 
As warmed the brooklet to a blush, 

And eyes of light with shade contending ; 

How strangely on my spirit fell 

Her simple beauty's tranquil power ! 
The woodland scene, — ^the early hour, — 

Made by her presence magical. 

How like an angel's was her face. 
With its sweet outline, pure and glowing, 
And hair that, on the warm wind flowing. 

Grave to her mien ethereal grace. 

Ah, lovely then, in all completeness. 
With youth's ambrosial zephyrs fanned. 
She led me through Love's morning-land. 

And crowned my life with Heavenly sweetness. 
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The last late roses of the dawn 
Died out upon the vaulted blue, 
And slanting sunbeams turned the dew 

To floating fire upon the lawn : 

And, as in converse low and tender, 
Adown the homeward path we move, 
The heart-Rose of a human love 

Flushed the faint Lilies into splendour ! 




11. 

N sunny pinions sped the day 

Whose closing hour should see us part : 
And yet, ah yet ! we could not say 
The last fond thought that filled the heart ; 

For, as the ever-surging ocean, 
Whose billows break along the shore, 

Eternities of wild devotion. 
Doth offer now and evermore ; — 
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A Love^ream, 



So, when we two had seemed to express 
The whole of what we fain would say. 

The broken wave of tenderness 
Fell back upon the heart alway ! 
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THE FLIGHT OF DAY. 

;HY hafitest thou, fair FugitiTe, to steep 
Thy golden hair in nothingness and 
night — 

Climbing so swiftly from this valley deep, 
So richly freighted with all dear delight ? 

Alas, is love so frail, — is joy so vain, — 

That thou dost fly so fast beneath their load ? 

Have bitter hours of weariness and pain 
Alone the power to stay thee on thy road ? 

But I along the mountain will pursue 

Thy fleeting steps. — Lo, where the setting sun, 

Rayless and red, is passing out of view, 

Clothing with gold the vapours grey and dun. 

See, where the azure grows more pure and faint, 
One star doth glimmer forth : and from the vale 

A Nightingale outpours her blissftil plaint, — 
Sing thou the rest, O Heaven-taught Nightingale ! 
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WILD FLOWERS. 

OME with me to the forest dim." 
The Larky from earth up-springing, 
Soared^ like a Heaven-accepted hymn 
Of sunshine and of singing. 

We wandered through the sunshine bright. 

Then passed into the shade, 
Where rippling waves of emerald light 

The broad tree-branches made. 

We wove green rushes for a casket, 

To hold her forest store ; 
A little featheiy fairy's basket, 

With blue-bells brimming o'er. 

Twin playmates of the spring-tide we, 

The space in which we stood, 
Was it a vale in Arcadie, 

Or but an English wood? 
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'#or since the world in youth was hlind 
No lighter hearts than oars 
E'er left the cares of life behind, 
To sport amid the flowers ! 

Swift as a light that comes and goes, 

Effiiced by every breeze, 
In motion soft;er than repose 

She moved amid the trees. 

My life a-near her seemed to sleep 

In trance of happy love, 
As silver mists of morning creep 

To bum in light above ! 



Part II. 

LIKENED her to each fair flower 
Whose beauties, orbing to a bell. 

Change with the warm light, hour by hour, 

(As on a pearly ocean-shell 

The varying sea-lights love to cluster,) 
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Mj heart-entangling tendril-twine. 
Rare pearl of feeling's changeful lustre, 
Lilj of Loye ! among the many ; 
" All bell-like flowers are feminine," 
I said, " and they are best of any." 

She laughed, with colour faintly raised, ^ 
As thus her loyeliness I praised ; 
A wealth of wild Anemonae 
Starred the green gloom with pallid light, — 
She lifted darkly-thrilling eyes 
With sudden power into mine own, 
(A lovely look, both sweet and wise !) 
Then answered me in graver tone : — 
" Yon starlike blossoms seek the stars ! 
They look in Heaven's face alway. 
And when the tempest breaks its bars, 
And winds in muffled cadence play. 
With pattering rain and driving hail. 
Through tangled moss and ivy-trail. 
And earthward drooping flowers are beat 
To earth, beneath their hurrying feet, 
Broken and soiled, — ^these Hermit flowers. 
Close folding hands of silent prayer. 
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Await in hope of happier hours^ 

Secure amid the lightning's glare. 

And, gentle friend ! so may it he 

That this frail star of earthly love, 

Down-shining on life's darkling sea, 

May guide these earth-bound hearts above, — 

And though misfortune's falling tear 

May quench awhile its radiance bright, 

Our little love-star, calm and dear. 

Shall hide in Heaven its deathless light ! " 
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NATURE'S SYMPATHIES. 

iJUIET is my life, and strong 

The current that its course would 
change ; — 
But now its boundaries opened on 
Bright prospects of eternal range. 

Some subtle influence seemed to fill 
The dull old house from roof to stair. 

As white-winged angels roved at will, 
And scattered light and freshness there. 

A lavish glory, infinite, 

Overflowed the narrow garden bowers : 
At mom and eve how exquisite 

The honeyed breath of woodbine flowers ! 

The dreaming trees drooped ever nigher. 
The fragrant feathery grasses yearned 

For ever upward — ^higher, higher. 
In ecstacy of love returned. 
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The upland paths^ that lead between 

Fair ledges over-tangled bright 
With flowers, and fern, and tender green, 

Seemed rising to unearthly height. 

I saw, as in a pictured glow. 

The rocks with ivy-trailers veined ; 

And in the mountain-stream below. 

Their warm clear hues by lichen stained. 

The bridge — ^by which she loved to rest. 
To hear the wild bird's parting stave 

(When evening crimsoned in the West) 
Blend with the ripple of the wave. 

The stile — that led us to a sweep 

Of flowery woodland, which the moon 

Massed into shadow, broad and deep. 
With fairy spaces, clear as noon. 

The stile, the bridge, the mountain-stream, 

Are full of harmony and light. 
And two young Lovers idly dream 

Beneath a low-voiced summer night. 
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THE PRESAGE. 

LITTLE chilly breeze came shivering 

Under the casement eayes. 
It set the jasmine stars a-quivering, 
And edged the raffling leaves. 

The ripening fruitage of the vine 

It shook against the pane, 
It whitened that dear cheek of thine. 

And saddened heart and brain. 

The moon, whose beams fell full and fair 

On flower, and leaf, and spray, 
A black'ning cloud swept over her, 

And shattered every ray. 

The song of joy within my breast 

Seemed lost in sorrow's wail ; 
I turned to her I loved the best. 

Lest she, too, change and fail : 
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Her eyes had shared the moon's eclipse^ 
Her breath came faint and chilly 

And yet, with wan and whitening lips, 
She smiled upon me still. 
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NATURE'S HARMONIES. 

^HIS life is full of care and grief, 
Sooner or late, to all," you say ; 
Dear friend^ if you would win belief. 
Postpone your lesson for to-day ! 

To-day, the tide of present bliss 

Fills up the void 'twixt earth and skies, 

And seeks in other worlds than this 
For wider space wherein to rise. 

The sunshine reddens through the pines, 

As from a fiery lake below, 
And up and down the trellised vines 

The moving lights and shadows flow ; 

And we to pleasant Italy 

Are bound this blessed summer morning. 
The moon shall rise upon the sea 

That lights us to the morrow's dawning. 
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The wind that stirs the jasmine trail 

(Soft as the kisses of her mouth) 
Shall freshen in the billowy sail 

That wafts us to the sunny South. 

But first a blessing do we ask 

Of heaven and thee, dear priestly brother : 
Ah, surely 'tis thy holiest task 

To bind twin souls to one another ! 

Nay, look not so ; should sorrows come, 

The untried heart is bravest ever : 
To anticipate the stroke of doom 

Would paralyse all bold endeavour. 

Should sorrow come, " as come it will," 
You say, O prophet of stem truth ! 

Yet why should I, forboding ill. 
Pour dust and ashes on my youth ? 

You smile and shake your head, — I know 
Change is the tenure of man's life. 

That pleasure is a veiled woe. 

And golden peace is winged with strife. 
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Yet gladnesB walks in sorrow's guise 
When mntual Loye the burden bears. 

As sunbeams part the weeping skies, 
And rainbows rise from misty tears. 

No, no, I hear thee not — I see 

Twin lives, that melt in summer splendour. 
Flow towards the dim eternity 

Whose shores reflect their radiance tender. 

The sullen stream of Death receives 

The glow of Eden on its wave, 
Warm light o'erflows the cypress leaves. 

And fair white Lilies deck the grave. 
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DISCORDS. . 

HEART, my heart, be still, or break ! 
O tears, vain tears, that with your 
flowing 

Convulse the brow and stain the cheek ! 
O hopeless sighs no ease bestowing ! 

O blighted heart, O tortured brain, 

O Rose of joy so rudely torn, 
O pleasant times, that ne'er again 

Can cheer my weary steps forlorn ! 

Lily of Love ! for whom I could 

A life, a thousand lives forego. 
For whom I'd shed my heart's best blood 

To grant a joy, to ease a woe ; 

O dearest one, O best beloved, 

O child ! to what unhappy fate 
Have I been bom, thus left of thee 

In life's first morning desolate ? 
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THE CAVE OF PATIENCE. 

t ERE Patience laid a wan hand on my lips, 
And looked with quiet smile into mine 
eyes, 

And said, " Be true to me ! in Hope's eclipse. 
Come sit with me and learn my mysteries." 



She drew me to a cavern by the sea ; 

All faintest, fairest hues were mirrored there ; 
Without wild storms contest her victory, 

And strive to lead her captive to despair. 

She sat there, sweetly smiling, 'mid the light, 
For ever changing, of that conflict dire ; 

For wind and wave, and shade and sunshine dight 
Her cavern's myriad hues with tints of fire. 

Most lovely looked she as the lights did shift. 
Most magical her beauty sitting there, — 
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A Calm within a Storm^ — the wind did lift 
Her veil, and showed her face divinely fair. 

But evermore the lashing of the wave 

Did leap and hiss at casement and at door, 

And with a fierce vibration shook the cave, 
And scattered foam upon its marble floor. 

Her deep mild eyes were quiet as a psalm, — 
But when I saw her in the common day 

Methought her face was woeful in its calm. 
The glow seemed caught from that most fierce 
affray. 

When from her fairest face my eyes I turned, 
I saw the walls were lined with phantoms pale, 

Of those whose souls through sufiering brighter 
burned. 
And now have passed away within the veil. 

Some lived and died unhonoured and unknown, 
While others shone, the wonders of their age ; 

Yet called in life to mount the Martyr's throne. 
Outcast of man delivered to Satan's rage. 
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I have no skill to note them or to name. 

Bat one in angel strength and brightness rose* 

The maiden Warrior-Saint ! whose oriflame 
Bore the white Lily and the Cross of woes. 

The little winged Promises would beat 
Their wings for shelter at the cayem door. 

And, when let in, their ruddy cherub feet 
Did cast a roseate light upon the floor ; 

And they would cry aloud to one another 
In bold blithe confidence, as children speak ; 

Would climb the lap of Patience — call her "mother," 
And kiss the pallor from her ivory cheek. 

But now and then an Angel-shape would fleet 
Into the cayem from the drifting foam, 

And like a cooing wood-dove, soft and sweet, 
Would whisper words of comfort and of Home ; 

And Patience then would lift her eyes and smile. 
Ay looking upward in her deep content, 

And then she seemed transfigured for awhile, 
And o'er her head a dewy rainbow bent. 
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She gave me, ere I left her sea-girt cave, 
An amulet where mighty woes did pass. 

And in its crystal depths these words were grave, 
" We see but darkly yet, as in a glass." 

I bear it in my bosom day and night. 
For, looking on it earnestly, at length 

I see this heavenly message shape to sight, 
^^ In quietness and confidence is strength." 

What though He hear me not, nor seem to listen, 
Yet will I importune Him day by day, 

Although my life be pent as in a prison ; 
And none but He can roll the clouds away. 
Yet will I trust in Him, even " though He slay." 
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HAPPY MEMORIES. 

[ HOSE weeping wild Reformers, windand 
rain. 
Have beaten back stem Winter's 
tyrant car. 
Till Heaven smiles down in love to earth again, 
And memory's depths are lit by hope's fair star. 

Worn suffering's feeble captives wander free. 
By moss-grown paths a-down the primrose lane, 

In one warm breath of blissful liberty, 
Outliving years of weariness and pain. 

As a wrecked vessel, cast by on the shore 
Of some deserted island, floats in dreams, 

With starry river-blooms entangled o'er, 
Through far-off tropic lands, by stranger streams, 

So many a stranded life — as lost — as frail — 
Now drifts in visions fair and false as these. 
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And nearSy on fancy's warm resplendent gale, 
The blooming gardens of Hesperides. 

My lonely heart is over-starred with splendour, 
There, (as in the fields of bliss Above,) 

Child and mother rest, amid the tender 
Immortal lilies of my deathless love ! 
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THE LILY WOOD. 

LOVELY wood ! towards thee I turn. 
By feathery fields of golden fern, 
Bj hursting hloom and budding shoots, 
By matted moss and mellow roots ; 
Beneath a roshing showery sea 
Of leaves that sparkle stormily, 
Driven of winds in misty tide, 
And scattering lightrdrops far and wide ; 
Or where nor air nor sunbeams stir 
The un-ending groves of purple fir, 
But fair and faintly droop around. 
In glimmering circlets to the ground. 
Blue hyacinth garlands that have won 
But cold caresses from the sun. 

O lonely wood ! thy shades Elysian 
Are parted by an angel vision 5 
Time was beneath Spring's azure cope. 
My every step was winged with hope ; 
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When lingering thus, in twilight vista, 
I might have met thee, O my Sister ! 
Or tracked thy light step many a mile, 
For one dear word, or passing smile ; 
Or, where yon fair reflected glow 
Falls on the flowery turf below, 
It might have lit thy tresses golden. 
Drooped half aside, as Lilies lean 
When flattering depths of gold and green 
By the warm west wind are unfolden. 
Thy low voice on the sunny air 
Pleads ever with my soul's despair : 
Yet, lovely wood ! thy gayest scene 
Is shadowed by what might have been. 

haunted wood ! thy darkest place 
Is quick with smiles of softest flame, 
And wearing yet serener grace, 

For fellow smiles the Angels claim. 
And still, by desert miles of life, 

1 seek those smiles, my heart's sworn wife ! 
Nor dare to rest me or rejoice 

Without the sanction of thy voice. 
When lost (as now) to love and duty 
(Unworthy of the season's beauty). 
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I know those deep far-looking eyes, 
Low-bending from the deep-blue skies. 
In response to my yoieeless prayer 
Bear witness to each grief and care. 
And lighter thoughts find little food, 
I lire and work in solitude ; 
Feeling, within me, as a fire, 
A weight of loye in heart and brain. 
And ofiering erery selfish aim 
And lesser love upon that pyre. 
Until, as grows the deep'ning night, 
And every star hath taken flight, 
I doubt not thou wilt linger. Sweet ! 
At the outer threshold of thy Heaven, 
To be the first my soul to greet. 
Or pass beyond its boundary even, 
(With all thy beamy hair upborne 
Upon the rising airs of mom) 
I doubt not thou wilt welcome me 
(Worn wanderer over Time's rough sea,) 
And fold thy Love's soft pinions o'er me. 
To shield me from the coming glory, 
Where'er the shadowy realms unite. 
And space finds exit to the Infinite ! 
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THE WINTER ROBIN. 

JARK, how the Robin cnngs from yonder 
hedge ! 
Under the stars^ with notes that throb 
like star-light 
Through the rose-glimmer of the Winter's day • 
Shaking the frosted silver from the spray 
With little jets and trills of questioning sweetness, 
And climbing cadences of answering song. 
Like to long-parted Lovers still -repeating 
One name a-loud or low when none are near, 
He maketh to himself such blissful cheer; 
Still on and on, the breathless Silence beating, 
With radiant rhapsodies of lonely joy, 
Melting to minors, faint as falling stars. 
And dropping back to Earth, in Earth*s weak quest 
Of fellowship, and food, and Love's unrest. 
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QUOTATIONS FROM A PUBLISHED DIAKY. 

TAKEN FROM THE SHELLEY MEMOIBS. 
I. 

LOVE thee — and for thj dear sake 

Would loYe all others too ; 
Yes, in the light that love doth make. 
Would love the cold, — ^untroe. 

But O how lost, how changed I'm grown 

Since last year, having thee, 
I poured on hearts of human stone 

My soul's full sympathy ! 

With thee, alas, love's summer fiides, 

My breast seems cold as steel ; 
Time's lingering footstep sorrow aids — 

I dare not think or feel ! 

Yet kindness still can touch my heart, 
And thrill with tears mine eyes ; 

But Of I dwell too far apart 
For any earthly ties ! 
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A homeless^ unbeloy^d thing. 

On earth I dwell alone. 
Love knows for me no second Spring, 

But every tender tone, 

Each waving of his purple wings, 

Each light upon the sea. 
Each leaf and star and floweret brings 

Thy presence back to me ! 

I sometimes vainly thought, Beloved ! 

That fortune's cruel frown 
Must soften 'neath thy courage, proved 

To smile all evil down ; 

That feme and joy had been thine own. 
That peace and health should twine 

A lowlier wreath for that dear brow. 
Blending with Love's divine. 

Again I think a wiser thought : 

For one so true and pure 
The wounds by sin and suffering wrought 

Could find no earthly cure. 
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Quenched is the pure Promethean fire. 
And mute those lips of flame ; 

The undying breath of high desire 
Returned fix>m Whence it came ! 



Thy soul hath fled, O well for thee ! 

And sought the realms Above, 
The star-paved blue infinity 

Is thine, mine only Love ! 

Thy name is added to the throng 
That makes the old earth rich, 

And lifts the weakest minstrel song 
To true poetic pitch ; 

And Time, with slow and wearied feet, 

Guides daily to the goal 
Which thou in youthful manhood reached. 

My love, my life, my soul ! 

A little longer here I stay — 

But each declining sim 
Shall bring me nearer day by day. 

And (life's brief penance done) 
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I trust in God's eternal love — 

In thee^ its clearest token ! 
I know that we shall meet Above 

In peace and joy unbroken. 




II. 

NEW year dawns — ^beneath these skies 
Of deep Italian blue, 
New flowerets bloom, which thy dear eyes 
May never, never view ! 

New leaves their glancing shadows throw, 

New grass is at my feet, 
New birds are warbling from the bough. 

Thou canst not hear them. Sweet ! 

But oft this heart's impassioned thrill 

Would seem to own thee nigh ; 
I feel thy gentle influence still 

In earth, and air, and sky. 
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The MSI (cafan mordcfcr) sweed j sleep8» 

Bvty sleqiing or awaldng. 
The oeaseleM raige one measure keeps. 

And sdra m j heart to breakmg. 

'' Alone, alone !" I hear it moan, 
Thnm^ all life's circling jears. 

The winds maj drink mj sighs, mine Own ! 
The Stan behold mj tears. 

« A cold, cold heart,'' an " icy heart !" 

What is it that they say? 
Have J an icy heart, BeloYed ? 

They told me so to-day. 

Alas, this angoish at my breast, 

This choking tearless pain^ 
This restless calm — ^this calm unrest — 

The mystery might explain ! 

A false and double life is mine, 

A life of weary days, — 
I have no heart ! it followed thine, 

And with thee ever stays. 
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Thus all day long^ as duty calls, 

I steadily obey, 
But when night's friendly curtain falls 

My spirit steals away, 

The poor oppressM spirit flies 

To where the heart hath flown, 
I meet thy calm ecstatic eyes, 

I clasp thee then, mine Own ! 

O, clasp me close from blighting scorn, 

From cold, unfriendly praise, 
From looks of dull indifierence borne, 

From narrow worldly ways ! 

O, clasp me close ! O, let me not. 

For any earthly snare. 
Forget that high, unearthly lot 

Which yet I live to share ! 
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ON SHELLEY. 

[EAVEN'S exile thou, Earth's tiansieDt 
guest. 
Thou hast not lived in vain ! 
Sweet prophet-whispers calm my breast. 
And animate my brain. . 

Thy words shall haunt our England's shore 

Till every sect and creed, 
In loving thee, love God the more. 

Love less in word than deed. 

Till pure, like thee, of worldly aim, 

In this thy Native Isle, 
Hard men shall learn high lives to frame 

'Neath Heaven's assenting smile ; 

And poets set their sweetest strain 

To angel harps above. 
Till justice, truth, and mercy reign, 

And intellect and love. 
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The tender women hear thy song — 

Thou hast not lived in vain ! 
Thet/ know whose tears have fallen upon 

The canker of their chain. 

What matter that the world cast out 

Thy name as lost and evil ? 
What matter that the people shout^ 

" This man he hath a devil !" 

What matter that thine influence fall 

On those that fear and tremble^ 
Hearing thy praise^ and would miscall 

The soul they most resemble ? 

The tree by richest fruits we know, 

On friend and foe descending ; 
Love's subtle influence, swift or slow, 

Shall work to blessed ending. 

But let not earth's weak language mar 

That Seraph hymn sublime. 
That soon shall roll from star to star, 

On to the end of Time : 
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The light that brealu upon my eoiil 
Is all too fierce and strong, — 

The end is near : I see the goal 
Foreshadowed bj thy song. 

Tmth shall prevail : oft turned aside 

By faction's bigot arm. 
By error's flattering lights betrayed. 

And pleasure's cruel charm. 

Yet what is error ? what the strife 
Of endless pain supernal ? 

Wont error is unloving life, 
And Love is Life Eternal ! 
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ASPIRATION. 




" There's something in this world amiss, 
Shall be unriddled by-and-bye." — Tbkntson. 



J ITCH thy behaviour low, thy project 
high;"* 
The loftiest mountains rise from deepest 
valley ; 
Yon hoary oak, that overtops the alley, 
Wearing the earliest sunbeams as a crown, 
Doth strike its roots in earth the deepest down. 

The sweetest violets spring from lowliest bed ; 
Their perfume rising upward from the brake, 
Themselves unseen, is powerful to shake 
The sternest spirits, till they overflow 
With loves and griefs forgotten long ago. 

And every work of man that would defy 
The shocks of time, most surely doth it bear 
The mark of patient toil and lowly care, 

* George Herbert. 
K 
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Full oft of penitential tears the fruit, 
As driving rains impel the tender shoot. 

Thos strength in weakness, vigour in decay. 
Warm life in pallid death imprisoned lie ; 
The grain that drops into the earth to die 
Brings forth a hundred-fold ; but, if unsown. 
It must abide for evermore alone. 

Forsake thyself: renounce each selfish aim, 
Be as the poorest : let each trivial care 
And vain ambition die for want of air ; 
Bury thine earthly hopes, and they shall rise 
And bear thee on their wings to Paradise. 

Forsake thyself and die ! — to each and all 
The vague desires that make thy spirit weak. 
The petty hopes and fears that change thy cheek 
From red to pale, and wear thy life, and rust 
Thy spirit, choking it with earthly dust, 
So shall thy being, emptied of all hue, 
Reflect ethereal light, as dewdrops do. 
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So have I marked in Spring-time the poor worm, 
As, grown a- weary of its mean estate, 
It wove about its busy head and feet, 
In close-spun woof, a shadowy winding-sheet, 
(Waiting the wondrous change that should 
translate ;) 

And so it lay within a living tomb. 

In darkness all the long, light days of Spring ; 
The birds their rapturous songs were carolling. 
And the winds rocked its cradle, rough and loud. 
But could not penetrate that filmy shroud. 



II. 

|LAS, it must be. Freedom, Love, and Joy 
Are scarce of earth, or fit for earthly 
using; 
Cast all thy treasure forth ! — the world's annoy 
Shall tread them into dust — ^thyself abusing ; 
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We need a Heavenly armour, tempered strong. 
If we would keep Heayen's gifts from harm and 
wrong. 

If even he — ^that " wingM angel's child," 
" The delicate spirit,"* mingled " fire and snow," 

If even he could fail — ^the good, the mild. 
To cleanse his life of self-reproach and woe ; 

If even he could fail to guide through Heaven 

This exile world — ^be sure to none shall it be given ! 

For thou didst rise a pure and subtle flame. 

From earth's worn altar, red with guilt and terror, 

Nor couldst thou recognize th' Eternal Name, 
In foulest social wrong and lying error ; 

Thou cam'st as one in helpful love alighting 

Among dear firiends — repulsed with scorn and 
slighting. 

As if the driven Ark of happier ages 

Had sent its Dove to note the flood's abating. 

And the fond Victim, with its glad presages, 
Went fearless forth, 'mid storms its path belating, 

* *' It is the delicate Spirit that guides the earth through 
heaven." — Shelley's Prometheus Unbound, 
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Between the o'erwheImM earth and weeping sky. 
Hymning the coming mom of Light and Liberty. 

How soon will all be over now ! my birth 

Forestalled thine early death by one brief year ; 

And, when I lie forgotten in the earth, 
No token of that kinship shall appear 

Which knits my soul to thine, even as the bright 

Far-shining sun absorbs the taper's light. 

No token shall appear 3 — ^yet it must be, 
If natural laws to spiritual respond — 

If different fruit grow not upon one tree — 
If like seek like, (released from fleshly bond,) 

As rising yapours from the valley creep, 

[n day's soft glory their dim lives to steep. 

But now I put thee far from me. Again 
Must I adventure on the ungenial round 

Of daily life ; I am too weak and vain 
To hold all truth within my spirit's bound. 

If I would deal aright with present things, 

I must put out the lights, nor give my spirit wings. 
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I put thee from me ! What doth then remain 
To scare me from the Mart3rr's pile of fire ? 

For thou art as a heam that doth sustain 
The transverse beam^ opposing my desire, 

O beauteous Cross of Love ! from whence I turn, 

And for life's lesser crosses patience learn. 

If thou art more to me than ever any 

Fond human love (and I have loved full well), 

If thou art set as far above the many 

That people life, as Heaven's blue arch doth swell 

Above the world : if thou art unto me 

Truth's Herald-Star of primal purity : 

If thou art more than this — O, as much more 
As thine own verse transcends my mimic skill ! 

Nay, as the wings whereon thy soul doth soar 
To the interpretation of thy will. 

In sweetest music, intervolved and breathing 

As murmuring tides fair river-blooms enwreathing ; 

If thou art more than youthful Hope can claim, 
Or First-Love dream, or Nature image forth 
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When she would draw us from our ways of blame. 

By fairest symbol or by living worth, — 
Why do I part from thee ? why not resign 
On such fair Cross this petty life of mine ? 

I put thee from me, lest we never meet ! 

Lest plucking here the flower I miss the fruit. 
Yet not the thorn, alas ! I would defeat 

The Evil Spirit lying at the root 
Of the fair trees of Liberty and Bliss, 
Poisoning their growth with his envenomed kiss. 

Alas, alas, and evermore alas. 

For those whose spirits tremble to the word 
Of some deep master-mind, as summer grass. 

By every whisper of the wild wind stirred, 
Wasting and withering on in pining love. 
Yet never gaining wings to soar the earth above ! 

Lift me, O Spirit of grace and love Divine, 

Above all dark idolatry, and far 
Above myself, the world, or work of thine 

That is not thee ! — above or sun or star. 
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Above all passion of the mind and heart, 
To. know and understand Thee as Thou art, — 
The Source of all we worship, learn, desire. 
The soul's true freedom, Loye's Eternal Fire ! 



THE END. 
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